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« To rear the tender thought, 
« To teach the young idea how to ſhoot, 
« To pour the freſh inſtruction o'er the mind, 
To breathe th' enliv*ning Spirit, and to fix 
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DEAR MADAM, 


As the followiog little poem turns chiefly 
on the danger of delay, or error, in the im- 
portant article of Education, I know not to 
whom 1 can, with more propriety, dedicate 
it, than to you, as the ſubject it inculcates 
has been one of the principal objects of 
your attention in your own family, Let 
not the name of dedication alarm you: 1 am 
not going to offend you by making your 
eulogium. Panegyric is only neceſſaty to 
ſuſpicious or common Characters: Virtue 


will not accept it; modetly will not offer it. 
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11 
The friendſhip with which you have ho- 
noured me from my childhood, will, I 
flatter myſelf, induce you to pardon me 


for venturing, without your permiſſion, to 


lay before you this public teſtimony of my 


eſteem, and to aſſure you, how much I 
am, 


Dear Madam, 
Your obedient, 


and obliged humble Servant, 


wir, ) HANNAH MORE. 
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1 T bas been ſo hackneyed a practice for Au- 


thors to pretend, that imperfect copies of their” * 


works had crept abroad, that the writer of the 
following © Paſtoral is almoſt aſhamed to alledge 
this, as the real cauſe of the preſent publica- 
tion. This little Poem was compoſed when the 
Author was only eighteen years old, and re- 
cited at that Time, and ſince, by a party of 
young Ladies, for which purpoſe it was ori- 
ginally written; by this means ſome mutilated 


copies were circulated, unknown to the Author, 
through many Hands, 


She is ſenſible it has many imperfections, but 
if it may be happily mftrumental in promoting 
a regard to Religion and Virtue in the minds of 


young 
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young perſons, and afford them an innocent, and 
perbaps not altogether unuſeful, amuſement, in 
the exerciſe of recitation, the end for which it 
was originally compoſed, and her utmoſt wiſh in 


THE 


The PR O LOGE. 


Spoken by a young Lady ag a private Repreſentation. 


VH trembling diffidence, with modeſt fear, 
Before this gentle audience we appear, 

Ladies ! ſurvey us with a tender eye, 

Put on good nature, and lay judgment by. 

No deep laid Plot adorns our humble page, 
But ſcenes adapted to our ſex and age, 
Simplicity is all our author's aim, 

She does not write, nor do we ſpeak for fame. 
To make Amuſement and Inſtruction friends, 

A leſſon in the guiſe of play ſhe ſends ; 

She claims no merit, but her love of truth, 

No plea to favour, but her ſex and youth 
With theſe alone to boaſt, ſhe ſends me here, 

To beg your kind, indulgent, partial ear. 

Of critic man ſhe could not fland the teſt, 

But you with ſofter, gentler hearts are bleſs'd, 
With him ſbe dares not reſt her feeble cauſe, 
A mark too low for ſatire or applauſe, 


Ladies protect her—do not be ſatyric, 
Spare cenſure, ſhe expects not panegyric. 
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PASTORELLA, 
 LAURINDA, 


The Characters of the Paſtoral. 


EUPHELIA, 1 


Four Young Ladies of 
CLEORA, 


> Diſtinction in Search 


of Happineſs. 


L 


URANIA, An ancient Shepherdeſs. 

SYLVIA, 
Her Daughters. 

ELIZA, 


FLORELL A, A young Shepherdeſs. 
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SEARCH after HAPPINESS: 


A PASTORAL DRAMA; 
SCENE, 4 Groves: 


EvuPHELIiA, CLEORA, PASTORELLA, LAURINDA; 


CLEOR A. 


WBELcOME, ye humble vales, ye flow'ry ſhades; 
Ye chryſtal fountains, and ye ſilent glades ! 
From the gay miſery of the thoughtleſs great, 
The walks of folly, the diſeaſe of ſtate 

From ſcenes, where daring guilt triumphant reigns, 
It's dark ſuſpicions, and it's hoard of pains 
Where pleaſure never comes without alloy, 

And art but thinly paints fallacious joy; 

Where languor loads the day , exceſs the night; 
And dull ſatiety ſucceeds delight; 

Where midnight vices their fell orgies keep, 

And guilty revels ſcare the phantom Sleep ; 
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13 
Where Diſſipation wears the name of bliſs; 
From theſe we fly in ſearch of Happineſs. 


EUPHEL IA. 


Not the tir'd Pilgrim, all his dangers paſt, 
When he deſcries the long- ſought ſhrine at laſt, 
E'er felt a joy ſo pure, as this fair field, 

T beſe peaceful ſhades, and ſmiling vallies yield; 
For ſure theſe oaks, which old as Time appear, 
Proclaim Urania's lonely dwelling near. 


PS I OR E L. LA. 


How the deſcription with the ſcene agrees ! 
Here lowly thickets, there aſpiring trees, 
The hazel copſe excluding noon-day's beam, 
The tufted arbor, the pellucid ſtream | 
The blooming ſweet-briar, and the hawthorn ſhade, 
The ſpringing cowſlips and the daiſied mead, 
The wild luxuriance of the full-blown fields, 
W hichSpring prepares,and laughing Summer yields! 


EUPHELIA. 


Here ſimple nature ſtrikes th' enraptur'd eye 
With charms, which wealth and art but ill ſupply ; 
The genuine graces, which without we find, 
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LAURIND A. 


Theſe deep embow'ring ſhades conceal the cell 
Where ſage URANIA and her daughters dwell: _ 
FLORELLA too, if right we've heard the tale, 
With them reſides— the lily of the vale, 


CLEORA. 


But ſoft, what gentle female form appears, 
W hich ſmiles of more than mortal beauty wears ? 
Is it the guardian genius of the grove ? 
Or ſome fair Angel from the choirs above? 


Enter FLORELLA, Who ſpeaks. 


Whom do I ſee ?—ye beautcous virgins ſay, 
What chance conducts your ſteps this lonely way, 
Do you purſue ſome fav'rite lambkin ſtray'd, 

Or do yon alders court you to their ſhade ? 
Declare, fair ſtrangers, if aright I deem, 


No rultic nymphs of vulgar rank you ſcem. 


 CLEORA 
No cooling ſhades allure our eager ſight, 
Nor lambkins loſt, our ſearching ſteps invite. 


FLORELEA 
Or is it, haply, yonder branching vine, 
Whoſe trunk the woodbine's fragrant tendrils twine. 
5 Whoſe 
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Whoſe ſpreading height, with purple cluſters 
| crown'd, | 
Attracts the gaze of every nymph around ? 


| Have theſe lone regions aught that charms beſide ? 


FLORELLA's ſhades, her flow'rs, her fleecy pride ? 


E L IA. 


FLoRELLA! our united thanks receive, 
Sole proof of gratitude we have to give ; 
And ſince you deign to aſk, O courteous fair, 
The motive of our unremitting care : 
Know then, 'tis Happineſs we would obtain, 
That charming prize our ardent wiſh would gain; 
By Fancy's mimic pencil oft pourtray'd, 
Still have we woo'd the viſionary maid; f 
The lovely phantom mocks our eager eyes, 


And ſtill we chace, and ſtill we mils the prize. 


CLEORA. 
Long have we, ſearch'd throughout this boun- 
teous iſle, 


With conſtant ardor and with ceaſcleſs toil ; 
The various ways of various life we've try'd, 
But Peace, ſweet Peace, has ever been deny'd. 
We've ſought in vain thro' ev'ry different ſtate, 
The rich, the poor, the lowly, and the great : 

Does 
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Does ſhe with Kings in palaces reſide, | 
Or dwell obſcurely, far from pomp and pride ? 
To learn this truth, we've bid a long adieu 
To all the ſhadows blinded men purſue. 
We ſeek URANIA, her whoſe virtues fire 
Our virgin hearts to be what we admire : 
Fair fame has blazon'd her accompliſh'd mind, 
The lovely manſion of the graces join'd 
For tho? with care ſhe ſhuns the public eye, 
Yet worth like her's unknown can never lie, 


LAUNXNIND X 


On ſuch a fair and faultleſs mode! form'd 
By prudence guided, and by virtue warm'd, 
Perhaps, FLORELLA can direct our youth, 
And point our footſteps to the paths of truth ? 


FLOREL LA. 


Ill would it ſuit my unexperienc'd age 
In ſuch important queſtions to engage; 
Youbg as I am, unſkilful to diſcern, 
Nor fit to teach, who yet have much to learn; 
But would you with maturer years adviſe, 
And reap the counſel of the truly wile, 
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The Dame you ſeek inhabits yonder cell, 
In her united worth and wiſdom dwell ; 
Poor, not dejected, humble, yet not mean; 


Chearful, tho? grave, and lively tho? ſerene ; 


Benevolent, kind, pious, gentle, juſt, 
Reaſon her guide, and Providence her truſt ; 
If Heav'n, indulgent to her little ſtore, 

Adds to that little, but a little more, 

With ptous praiſe her grateful heart o'erflows, 
And ſweetly mitigates the ſufferer's woes, 


Her labours for devotion beſt prepare, 


And meek devotion ſmooths the brow of care. 


Two lovely daughters make her little ſtate, 
The deareſt bleſſings of propitious fate. 
Under her kind protecting wing I live: 
She gives to all—for ſhe has much to give, 
Since Heav'n has bleſt her with an ample Heart, 
That Wildom's nobleſt treaſures can impart ; 
But, juſt in all its diſpenſations, join'd 
A narrow fortune to a noble mind. 


EA STORELLA 


Her bright perfect ions charm my liſt'ning ear! 
Elate with hope, we come to ſeck her here: | 
Then 


3 
5 8 
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Then lead, FOR ELLA, to that humble ſhed, 
Where Peace reſides, from courts and cities fled; 


4 80 N G 
if 
O Happineſs; celeſtial fair, 
Our earlieſt hope, our lateſt care, 
O bear our fond requeſt ; 
Vouchſafe, reluctant nymph, to tell 


On what feweet ſpot thou lov'ſt to dwell, 
Aud make us truly bleſt. 


II. 
Amidſt the walks of public life, 
The toils of wealth, ambition's ſtrife, 
We long have ſought in vain ; 
The crowded city's noify din, 
And all the buſy haunts of men, 
Afﬀord but care and pain. 


III, 
Pleas'd with the ſoft, the ſoothing powo'r 
Of calm refletion's filent hour, 
Sequeſter'd deft thou dwell ? 
| C Where 
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Where care and tumult neber intrude, 
Daſt thou reſide with Solitude, 
Thy bumble wotaries tell ? 


„ 


O Happineſs, celeſtial fair, 

Our earlieft hope, our lateſt care, 
Let us not ſue in vain 

O deign to hear our fond requeſt, 

Come take poſſeſſion of our breaſt, 
And there for ever reign. 
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S c EN E, the Grove! 


URANIA, SVLVIA, ELIz A. 


A SONG by SYL VIA 


| 
SWEET Solitude, thou placid Queen 
Of modeſt air, and brow ſerene ! 
*Tis thou inſpir'ſt the Sage's themes, 
The Poets viſionary dreams. 


II, 


Parent of Virtue, nurſe of Thought ! 
By thee were Saints and Patriarchs taught 
Wiſdom from thee her treaſures drew, 


And in thy lap fair Science grew, 


III. 


Whateer exalts, refines and charms, 
Invites to thought, to virtue Warms, 
Whateer is perfect, fair and good, 

We owe to thee, fweet Solitude ! 


IV. 


In theſe bleft ſhades O ſtill maintain 
Thy peaceful, unmolefted reign ! 


C:2 Let 
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Let no diſarder d thoughts intrude 
On thy repoſe, ſweet Solitude! 


V. 


With thee the charm of life ſpall loft 142 
Een when its roſy bloom is paſt ; 7 
And when ſlow pacing Time ſhall ſpread 
Its filver bloſſoms o'er my head. 


VI. 


No more with this vain world perplex'd, 
Thou ſhalt prepare me for the next; 
The ſprings of life ſhall gently ceaſe, 
And Angels point the way to peace, 


URANIA. 


Ye tender objects of maternal love, 
Ye deareſt joys URANIA &er can prove; 
Come, taſte the glories of the neu- born day, 
And grateful homage to its Author pay ! 
O, ever may this animating ſight 
Convey inſtruction while it ſheds delight! 
Does not that Sun, whoſe cheering beams impart 
Joy's glad emotions to the pure of heart ; 
Does not that vivid power teach ev'ry mind, 
To be as warm, benevolent and kind, 
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1 1 
To burn with unremitted ardor ſtill, 
Like bim to execute their Maker's will? 
Then, let us, Power Supreme! thy will adore, 
Invoke thy mercies, and proclaim thy pow'r 
Shalt thou theſe benefits in vain beſtow ? 
Shall we forget the ſource from whence they flow ? 
Teach us thro” theſe to lift our hearts to Thee, 
And in the Gift the bounteous Giver ſce ; 
To view Thee, as thou art, all good and wiſe, 
Nor let thy Bleſſings hide Thee from our eyes ; 
From all obſtructions clear our mental ſight, 
Pour on our ſouls thy beatific light; 
Teach us thy wond'rous goodneſs to revere, 
With love to worſhip, and with rev'rence fear; 
In the mild works of thy benignant hand, 
As in the thunder of thy dread command. 
In common objects we neglect thy pow'r, 
Nor heed a miracle in ev'ry flower; 
Yet neither hurricanes, nor ſtorms proclaim 
In plainer language, thy Almighty Name. 
—Tell me, my firſt, my laſt, my darling care, 
If you this morn have rais'd your hearts in pray'r? 
Say, did you rife from the ſweet bed of reſt, 
Your Gop unprais'd, his holy name unbleſt ? 


SYLVIA. 


3 - * 2 7 = a — — 9 1 10 
„ — i. Boo LAG <A LU . 
— 


— 2 


We TA. * ane 
* 


— 


— DO —— 


— — — — 
— ä — —— 
s 


. —— — > 
* LACY — —— 


1 12 ] 


LV A. 
Our minds with gratitude and reverence fraught 


By thoſe pure precepts you have ever taught, 


By your example more than precept ſtrong; 
Of pray'r and praife have tun'd our matin ys 


LEES 3 is Ts Bb A. | 
And now, with ever new delight attend 
The counſcls of our fond materal friend. 


Enter FLORELLA, Wi/b, EUPHELI1A, - CLEORA, 
PASTORELLA, LAURINDA, 


FLORELLA. (Aide ts the Ladies.) 
See how the goodly dame with pious art, 
Makes every thing a leſſon io the heart! 
Obſerve the duteous litt'ners, how they ſtand ! 
Improvement and delight go hand in hand, 


SS ©: Yo. es wy. 
Bur where's FLoRELLA ? 
F LORELLA 


Here's the happy ſhe, 
Whom Heay'n moſt favour'd when it gave her thee. 


R A N I A.” 


But who are theſe in whoſe attractive mien, 
So ſwectly blended, ev'ry grace is ſeen? 
| Speak, 


23 1 
Speak, my FrokELLA, ſay the cauſe why here 
Theſe beauteous damſels on our plains appear ? 


FLORELLA. 


Invited hither by Us an14's fame, | 
To ſeek her friendſhip, to theſe ſhades they came. 
Straying alone at morning's carlieſt dawn, 

I met them wandering on the verdant lawn ; 
Their courteous manners ſoon engag'd my love, 
I've brought them here your ſage advice to prove. 


URANIA. 
Tell me, ye gentle nymphs, the reaſon tell, 
Which brings ſuch gueſts to grace my lowly cell; 


Aſk what we have to give—it is not our's, 
Heav'n has but lent it us to make it your's. 


C LE ORA. 


Four counſel, your advice is all we aſk, 
And for URANIA that's no irkſome taſk ; 
*Tis Hayeiness we ſeek: O deign to tell, 


Where the coy fugitive delights to dwell ? c 
RN. 


Ah, rather ſay, where you have ſought this gueſt, 


This lovely inmate of the virtuous breaſt ? | 
; Declare 


The dance ſucceeded, and, ſucceeding, tir'd, Z 


11 


Declare the various methods you've eſſay d 

To court, and win the bright celeſtial maid. 
But firſt, tho* harſh the taſk, each beauteous fait 
Her ruling paſſion muſt with truth declare, 


EUPHELIA. 


Bred in the regal ſplendors of a court, 
Where PLEASURES dreſs'd in ev'ry ſhape, reſort; 
I try'd the pow'r of pomp and coſtly glare, 
Nor &er found room for thought, or time for pray'r; 
In different follies every hour I ſpent ; 
Without reflection whence could riſe content? 
My hours were ſhar'd betwixt the Park and Play, 
And muſic ſerv'd to waſte the tedious day; 
Yet ſofteſt airs no more with joy I heard, 4 
Soon as ſome ſweeter warbler was preferr'd; 


If ſome more graceful dancer was admir'd ; 

No ſounds but flattery ever ſooth'd my ear, 
Ungentle truths I knew not how to bear; 
The anxious day induc'd the ſleepleſs night, 
And my vex'd ſpirit never knew delight ; 

Coy Pleaſure mock'd me with deluſive charms ; 
Still the thin ſhadow fled my claſping arms : 
Or if ſome actual joy I ſeem'd to taſte, 


Another's pleaſures laid my bleſſings waſte ; 
A fairer 
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A fairer face wou'd rob my ſoul of reſt, 
And fix a ſcorpion in my woufided breaſt, 
Or, if my elegance of form prevail'd, 
And haply, her inferior graces fail'd ; 
Yet ſtill ſome cauſe of wretchedheſs I found, 
Some barbed ſhaft my ſhatter'd peace to wound! 
Perhaps her gay attire exceeded mine— 
When ſhe was finer, how could I be fine ? 


S&T 'L TE 1 
Pardon my interruption, beauteous maid! 
Can truth have prompted what you juſt have ſaid? 
Do you believe it poſſible, that dreſ5 
Can leſſen, or advance yout Happineſs; 


Or «hat your robes, tho' ſplendid, rich, and fine 
Poſſeſs intrinſic value more than mine ? 


URANIA. 


So cloſe our nature is to vice allied; 


Our very comforts are the ſource of pride; 


Too much we move by Cyftom's flaviſh rule, 
Too often Faſhion conſtitutes the fool. 


CLEOR A, 
Of Happineſs unfound 1 too complain, 
Sought ig a different path, but ſought in vain : 
D I ſigh'd 


1 16 J 
I ſigh'd for FAME, I languiſh'd for renown, 
] wou'd be prais'd, careſs'd, admir'd, and known. 
On daring wing my mounting ſpirit ſoar'd, 
And Science through her boundleſs fields explor'd ; 
I ſcorn'd the ſalique laws of pedant ſchools, 
Which chain our genius down by taſteleſs rules : 
] long'd to burſt theſe female bonds, which held 
My ſex in awe, by vanity impell'd ; 
To boaſt each various faculty of mind, 
Thy graces, PoE! with JonNsOx's learning join'd: 
Like Swirr, with ſtrongly pointed ridicule, 
To brand the villain, and abaſh the fool: 
To judge with taſte, with ſpirit to compoſe, ' 
Now mount in epic, now deſcend to proſe ; 
To join, like Burke, the Beauteous and Sublime, 
Or build, with MitTow's art, © the lofty rhyme ;* 
Thro' Fancy's fields I rang'd; I ſtrove to hit 
Mrluorn's chaſte ſtyle, and ColMan's eaſy wit: 
Thy claſſic graces, Masox, to diſplay, 
And court the Muſe of Elegy with Gray: 
I rav'd of SHaxe$sPEARE's flame, and Davpex's rage, 
And long'd for every charm of OTwary's melting 
| page. 
I talk'd by rote the jargon of the ſchools, 
Of critic laws, and Ar15TOTLE'S rules; 
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Of paſſion, ſentiment, and ſtyle, and grace, 
And unities of action, time, and place: | 


| Howe'er the conduct of my life might err, 


Still my dramatic plans were regular. 


N „ 
Who aims at every ſcience, ſoon will find 
The field how vaſt, how limited the mind! 


C LE ORA. 


Abſtruſer ſtudies ſoon my fancy caught, 
The poet in th' aſtronomer forgot: 
The ſchoolmen's ſyſtems now my mind employ'd, 
Their chryſtal Spheres, their Atoms, and their Void: 
Newronx and HaLLEey all my foul inſpir'd, 
And numbers leſs than calculations fir'd 
Dezscarres, and Euct1D ſhar'd my varying breaſt, 
And plans and problems all my ſoul poſſeſs'd: 
Leſs pleas'd to fing inſpiring Phoebus ray, 
Than mark the flaming comet's devious way, 
The pale moon dancing on the ſilver ſtream, 
And the mild luſtre of her trembling beam, 
No more could charm my philoſophic pride, 
Which ſought her influence on the flowing tide; 
No more ideal beauties fir'd my thought, 
Which only facts and demonſtrations ſought; 
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Let common eyes, I ſaid, with tranſport view 

The earth's bright verdure, or the heav'n's ſoft 
blue, 

Falſe is the pleaſure, the delight is vain, 

Colours exiſt but in the vulgar brain. 


| Now chas'd coy nature thro? the tracts of BovLe ; 


I now with Locks trod metaphy/ic ſoil, | 
i 


Sigh'd for their fame, but fear'd to ſhare their toil, 
The laurel wreath, Ambition fondly twin'd, 

To deck my youthful temples I deſign'd 
Some learn'd authority I ſtill wou'd bring 

To grace my talk, and prove the plaineſt thing; 
This the chief tranſport l from ſcience drew, 


Aa 


That all might know how much CLeora knew; 


Not love, but wonder, I aſpir'd to raiſe, 
And mifs'd affection, while I graſp'd at praiſe; 


PASTORELLA. 
To me, no joys cou'd pomp or fame impart; 
Far ſofter thoughts poſſeſs'd my virgin heart, 
No prudent parent form'd my ductile youth, 
Nor pointed out the lovely paths of truth, 
Left to myſelf ta cultivate my mind, 
Pernicious NOYELS their ſoft entrance find: 
Their pois'nous influence led my mind aſtray, 
I e far ſomething, what, I cauld not ſay; 
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I fancy'd virtues which were never ſeen, 
And dy'd for heroes who have never been; 
I ſicken'd with diſguſt at ſober ſenſe, 
And loath'd the pleaſures worth and truth diſpenſe 
I ſcorn'd the manners of the world I ſaw, 
My guide was fiction, and romance my law. 
Diſtemper'd thoughts my wand'ring fancy fill, 
Each wind a zephyr, and each brook a rill; | 
] found adventures in each common tale, 
And talk'd and figh'd to ev'ry paſſing gale, 
Convers'd with echoes, woods, and ſhades, and 
-bow'rs, 
Caſcades, and grottoes, fields, and ſtreams, and 
- flow'rs, 
Retirement, more than crouds, had learn'd to pleaſe, 


For treacherous Leiſure feeds the ſoft diſeaſe ; 


There, plaſtic Fancy eyer moulds at will 

Th' obedient image with a dang'rous ſkill ; 
The charming fiction, with alluring art, 
Awakes the paſſions, and infects the heart; 
A fancy'd heroine, an ideal wife, 


J loath'd the offices of real life; 


Each duty to perform obſervant ſtill, 
But thoſe which Gop and Nature bade me fill. 


ELIZA: 


4 
5 . * * . F Pp - 1 
+ 4 * rr Wer " * = 
— we Ree. eee eee . 
— — * — ya pu — 1 . — 


1 31 


ELIZA, (To URANIA.) 


Preſerve me from the errors of deceit, : 


And all the dangers wealth and beauty meet! 


PASTORELL A. 


Reaſon perverted, Fancy on her throne, 
My ſoul to all my ſex's ſoftneſs prone ; 
I neither ſpoke, nor look'd as mortal ought, 
By Senſ&abandon'd, and by Folly taught: 
A victim to Imagination's ſway, 
Wb ich ſtole my health, and reſt, and peace away! 
Profeſſions, void of meaning, I receiv'd, 
And till I found them falſe and ſtill believ' d: 
Imagin'd all who courted me, approv'd, 
Who prais'd, eſteem'd me, and who flatter'd, lov'd: 
Fondly I hop'd (now vain thoſe hopes appear) 


Each man was faithful, and each maid ſincere, 


Still, diſappointment mock'd the ling'ring day, 
Still, new born wiſhes led my foul aſtray, 


When in the rolling year no joy I find, 
I truſt the next, the next will ſure be kind; 
The next, fallacious as the laſt appears, 


And ſends me on to ſtill remoter years; 


They 
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They come, they promiſe - but forget to give; \ 
Live not, but I ſtill intend te live. 


At length, deceiv'd in all my ſchemes of bliſs, 
I join'd theſe three in ſearch of Happineſs. 
c 
2 E LIZ. & 
18 this the world of which we want a fight? 
Are theſe the beings who are call'd polite ? 


„ 6.40 
If ſo, oh gracious Heav'n! hear SyLv14's prayer, 
Preſerve me (till in humble virtue here! 
Far from ſuch baneful pleaſures may I live, 
And keep, O keep me from the taint they give! 
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LAURINDA 


No love of FAME my torpid boſom warms, 
No FANCY ſooths me, and no PLEASURE 
- ©. Charms; | 

; Yet, ſtill remote from Happineſs I ſtray, 

No guiding ſtar illumes my trackleſs way 
Tho' neither wit miſleads, nor paſſion goads, 
The deadly ruſt of INDOLENCE corrodes ; 
This eating canker, with malignant ſtealth, 
Deſtroys the vital pow'rs of moral health. 


Till 
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Till now, I've ſlept on life's tumultuous tide; 
No principle of action for my guide; 
From IGNORANCE my chief misfortunes flow, 
I never wiſh'd to learn, or car'd to know; 


With ev'ry folly flow-pac'd Time beguil'd, 


In ſize a woman, but in ſoul a child; 

In ſlothful eaſe my moments crept away, 

And buſy trifles fill'd the tedious day TN 
J liv'd extempore, as fancy fir'd, 

As chance directed, or caprice inſpir'd : 

Too indolent to think, too weak to chuſe, 

Too ſoft to blame, too gentle to refuſe ;- 

I took my colouring from the world around, 


The figures they, my mind the ſimple ground: 


Faſhion, with monſtrous forms, the canvas ſtain'd, 
»Till nothing of my genuine ſelf remain'd 


My pliant ſoul from chance receiv'd its bent, 


And neither good perform'd, or evil meant : 
From right to wrong, from vice to virtue thrown 
No character poſſeſling of its own: 

To ſhun fatigue I made my only law, 

Yet every night my waſted ſpirits ſaw ; 

No energy inform'd my languid mind, 

No joy the idle e'er muſt hope to find; 


Weak 
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Teaches each headſtrong paſſion to controul, 
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Weak indeciſion all my actions ſway'd, 
The day was loſt before the choice was made, 


Tho? more to folly, that to guilt inclin'd, 
A drear vacuity poſſeſs'd my mind. 
Too old with infant ſports to be amus'd, 
Unfit for converſe, and to books unus'd; | 
The wiſe avoided me, they could not hear 
My ſenſeleſs prattle with a patient ear. 
I ſought retreat, but found, with ſtrange ſurpriſe, 
Retreat is pleaſant only to the wiſe; 
The crowded world by vacant minds is ſought, 
Becauſe it ſaves th* expence and pain of thought, 


Diſguſted, reſtleſs, every plan amiſs, 
I come with theſe in ſearch of Happineſs, 


URANIA. 


O happy they, for whom, in early age, 
Enlightening Knowledge ſpreads her letter'd page ! 


And pours her liberal leſſon on the ſoul ! 
Ideas grow from books, their natural food, 
As aliment 1s chang'd to vital blood, 

Tho? faithleſs Fortune ſtrip her vot'ry bare, 
Tho' Malice haunt him, and tho? Envy tear, 
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! 
Nor time, nor chance, nor want, can e'er deſtroy 
This ſoul-felt ſolace, and this boſom joy. 


CLEORA. 
We thus united by one common fate, 
Reſolv'd on virtue, if not yet too late, 


| Have form'd a friendſhip, which thro' life ſhall laſt, 


And vows, and choice, and lovehave bound it faſt, 
Each left her title and exchang'd her name, 


For Virtue panting, careleſs now of Fame. 


i. 


Your candor, beauteous damſels, I approve, 
Your foibles pity, and your merits love. 


How few, O ſacred Virtue ! can acquire 
That heart-felt tranſport thy pure flames inſpire ! 
But ere I ſay the methods you mult try 
To gain the glorious prize for which you ſigh, 
Your fainting ſtrength and ſpirits muſt be cheer'd 
With a plain meal, by Temperance prepar'd. 


FLORELLA. 


No luxury our humhie board attends, 
But Love and Concord are its ſmiling friends, 


A SONG 


„ 
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N FLORELLA 


I, 


HAIL, artleſs Simplicity, beautiful maid, 
In the genuine attractions of Nature array'd ; 
Let the rich, and the proud, and the gay and the vain, 
Still laugh at the graces that move in thy train, 


II. 

No charm in thy modeſt allurements they find, 
The pleaſures they follow a ſting leave behind: 
Can criminal paſſion enrapture the breaſt 
Like virtue, with peace, and ſerenity bleſt ? 


III. 
O wou'd you Simplicity's precepts attend, 
Like us with delight at her altar you'd bend ; ; 
The pleaſures ſhe yields would with joy be embrac'd, 
You'd practiſe from virtue, and love them from taſte, 


| IV. 

The linnet enchants us, the buſhes among, 
Tho' cheap the muſician, yet ſweet is the ſong ; 
We catch the ſoft warbling in air as it floats, 
And with extacy hang on the raviſhing notes. 
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Our water is drawn from the cleareſt of ſprings, 
And our food, nor diſeaſe, nor ſatiety brings; 
Our mornin?s are chear ful, our labours are ble}, 
Our ev'nings are pleaſant, our nights crown'd with reſt, 


VI. 


From our culture yon' garden its ornament finds, 
Aud we catch at the bint for improving our minds 
To live to ſome purpoſe we conſtantly try, 

And we mark by our actions the days as they fiy, 


VII. 


Since ſuch are the joy's that Simplicity yields, 
We may well be content with our woods and our fields: 
How uſeleſs to us then, ye great, were your wealth, 
When without it we purchaſe both pleaſure and health ! 


[They retire into the Cottage, 


1 | SCENE, 


* 


191 
SCENE, à RURAL ENTERTAINMENT, 


FLorReLLA, EUPHELLA, CLEoORA, LAURINDA, and 
PASTORELLA- 


A. SONG 
B FLORELLA. 


J. 
HIL E Beauty and Pleaſure are now in their 
prime, | 
And Folly and Faſhion expect our whole time, 
Ab ! let not thoſe phantoms our wiſhes engage, 
Let us live ſo in youth, that wwe bluſh not in age. & 


II. 


*Tho" the vain and the gay may attend us awhile, 
Yet let not their flatt'ry our prudence beguile ; 
Let us covet thoſe charms that will never decay, 
Nor liſten to all, that deceivers can ſay, 
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III. “ How 
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& How the tints of the roſe, and the jeſs'mine's 


perfume, 
& The eglantine's fragance, the lilac's gay bloom, 


& Tho” fair and tho fragrant, unheeded may lie, 
« For that neither is fweet when FLORELLA is Hh.“ 


IV. 


T figh not for beauty, nor languiſh for wealth, 
But grant me, kind Providence, virtue and health, * 
Then, richer than kings, and as happy as they, 
Aly days ſhall paſs feweetly and ſwiftly away, g 


V. 


When age ſball ſteal on me, and youth is no more, 
And the moraliſt Time ſhakes his glaſs at my door, 
What charm in loſt beauty or weaith ſhou'd I ind? 

W treaſure, my wealth, is a fweet peace of mind, 


VI. 


$ That peace I'll preſerve then, as pure as 'twas giv'n, 
And taſte in my boſum an earneſt of Heau'n; 
For Virtue and  iſdem can warm the cold ſcene, 


And ſixty may flouriſh, as gay as ſixteen, 
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VII. 


And when long I the burthen of life ſhall have borne, 
And death with his fickle ſhall cut the 1ipe corn, 
Rejign'd to my fate, without murmur or ſigh, 

PII bleſs the kind ſummons, and lie down and die. 


F EUPHELIA. 
Thus ſweetly pafs the hours of rural eaſe ! 
Here life is bliſs, and pleaſures truly pleale ! 


PASTOREELEC 


With joy we view the dangers we have paſt, 
Aſſur'd we've found Felicity at laſt. 


FLORELELY 5 


Expect not perfect Happineſs below, 
Nor heav'nly plants on earth's low foil to grow. 
Eſteem none happy by their out ward air; 
All have their portion of-allotted care; 
Tho' Prudence wears the ſemblance of content 
8 When the full heart with agony is rent; 
Secludes its anguiſh from the public ſight: 
And feeds on ſorrow with a ſad delight: 
Shuns ev'ry eye to cheriſh darling grief, 
This fond indulgence its ſupreme relief. 
k By 
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By love directed, and in mercy meant, 
Are trials ſuffer'd, and afflictions ſent; 
To ſtem impetuous paſſion's furious tide, 
To curb the inſolence of proſp'rous pride, 
To wean from earth, and bid our wiſhes ſoar 
To that bleſt clime where pain ſhall be no more; 
Where wearicd virtue ſhall for refuge fly, 
And ev'ry tear be wip'd from ev'ry eye. 


CLEO'RA. 
Liſt'ning to you, my heart can never ceaſe, 
To rev'rence Virtue, and to ſigh for peace. 


FLORELLA. 


Know, ev'n URANIA, that accompliſh'd Fair, 
Whoſe goodneſs makes her Heav'n's peculiar care, 
Full oft}, ere ſhe her preſent peace attain'd, 

The bitter cup of woe has deeply drain'd ; 
In affluence born, and bred in ſplendid ſtate, 
Has felt the cruelleſt extreme of fate ; 
Yet meek, reſign'd and patient in diſtreſs, 
She knew the hand which wounds, has pow'r to 
bleſs : 
Inſtead of murmuring at his ſacred will, 
Grateful ſhe bow'd for what was left her (till, 
He, 


1 

He, who our frail mortality did bear, 

Tho' free from in, was not exempt from care; 
Taught by his precepts, by his practice taught, 
Her will ſubmitted, and refign'd her thought, 
Thro' faith ſhe look'd beyond theſe earthly ſcenes 
To where nor pain nor ſorrow intervenes. 


Enter URANIA, SYLVIa, ELIZA. 
n 

Since, gentle Nymphs, my friendſhip to obtain, 
You've ſought this peaceful, this ſequeſter'd plain, 
My honeſt counſel with attention hear, 
Tho' plain, well meant, imperfect, yet ſincere 
What from maturer years alone I've known, 
What time has taught me, and experience ſhewn 
No poliſh'd phraſe my artleſs ſpeech will grace, 
But unaffected candor fill its place: 
My lips ſhall flattery's ſmooth deceit refuſe ; 
And truth beall the eloquence [I'll uſe, 
Know then, that life's chief happineſs and woe, 
From good, or evil Education flow ; 
And hence our future diſpoſitions riſe, 
The vice we practiſe, or the good we prize. 
When pliant Nature-any form receives, 
That precept teaches, or example gives, 
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The yielding mind with virtue ſhould be grac'd, 
For firſt impreſſions ſeldom are effac d. 
If Ignorance then her iron ſway maintain, 
If Prejudice preſide, or Paſſion reign, 
The erring principle is rooted faſt, 
And fix'd the temper that thro' life may laſt, 


PASTORELLA. 


With heart-felt penitence we now deplore 
Thoſe ſquander'd hours, that time can ne'er reſtore, 


URANIA, 


 EvynzL1a ſighs for flattery, dreſs, and ſhow, 
Too common ſources theſe of female woe 
In Beauty's ſphere pre-eminence to find, 
She lights the culture of th* immortal mind; 
I would not rail at Beauty's charming pow'r, 
I would but have her aim at ſomething more; 
The faireſt ſymmetry of form or face 
From intelle& receives its higheſt grace; 
The brighteſt eyes ne' er dart ſuch piercing fires, 
As when a ſoul irradiates and inſpires, 
| Beauty with reaſon needs not quite diſpenſe, 
1109 And coral lips may ſure ſpeak common ſenſe ; 
| i Beauty makes virtue lovclier ſtill appear, 
1 Virtue makes beauty more divinely fair! 
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Confirms its conqueſt o'er the willing mind, 
And thoſe your beauties gain, your virtues bind. 
Yet would Ambition's fire your boſom fill, 
Its flame repreſs not—be ambitious ſtill ; 
Let nobler views your beſt attention claim, 
The object chang'd, the paſſion be the ſame : 
Indulge the true ambition to excel 

In that beſt Art, the Art of living well. 

All other faults may take a higher aim, 

But hopeleſs Envy muſt be ſtill the ſame ; 
Anger and pride we may convert to good, 
But Envy muſt ſubdue, or be ſubdu'd ; 

This fatal gangrene to our moral life, 
Rejects all palliatives, and aſks the knife; 
Exciſion ſpar'd, it taints the vital part, 

And ſpreads its deadly venom to the heart. 


EUPHELIA. 


Unhappy thole to bliſs who ſeek the way, 
In pow'r ſuperior, or in ſplendor gay! 
Inform'd by thee, no more vain man ſhall find 
The charm of flattery taint EueneLia's mind; 
By thee inſtructed, ſtill my views ſhall riſe, 
Nor ſtop at any mark beneath the ſkies. 


F 2 URANIA. 


. l 
URANIA. 


In fair LAuRIxDA's uninſtructed mind, 
The want of culture, not of ſenſe, we find; 


Whene'er you ſought the good, or ſhunn'd the ill, 


Twas more from temper than from principle; 
Your random life to no juſt rules reduc'd, 

"T was chance the virtue or the vice produc'd ; 
The caſual goodneſs Impulſe has to boaſt, 

Like morning deus, or tranſient ſnow'rs, is loſt ; 
While heav'n-taught Virtue pours her conſtant tide, 
Like ſtreams by living fountains ſtill ſupplied. 


Be Wiſdom ſtill, tho? late, your earneſt care, 
Nor waſte the precious hours in vain deſpair; 
Aſſociate with the good, attend the ſage, 
And meekly liſten to experienc'd age: 
What, if acquirements you have fail'd to gain, 
Such as the wiſe may want, the bad attain, 
Yet ſtill Religion's ſacred treaſures lie 
Inviting, open, plain to every eye; 

For ev'ry age, for ev'ry genius fit, 

Nor limited to Science, or to Wit; 

To elevated talents not confin'd, 

But all may learn the truths for all deſign'd; 


She 
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She calls, ſolicits, courts you to be bleſt, 
And points to manſions of eternal reft! 


And when, advanc'd in years, matur'd in ſenſe, 
Think not with farther care you may diſpenſe; 
*T is fatal to the intereſts of the ſoul, 

To ſtop the race before we've reach'd the goal; 
For nought our higher progreſs can preclude 
So much as thinking we're already good 

The human heart ne'er knows a (tate of reft, 
Bad lcads to worſe, and better tends to beſt ; 
We either gain or loſe, we ſink or riſe, 

Nor reſts our ſtruggling Nature, till ſhe dies: 
Then place the ſtandard of fair Virtue high, 
Purſue, and graſp it c'en beyond the ſky. 


LAUREN 


O that important Time cou'd back return 
Thole miſpent hours, whoſe loſs I deeply mourn ! 
Accept, jult Heav'n, my penitence ſincere, 

My heartfelt anguiſh, and my ferveit pray'r. 


U-R AN 


1 pity PASTORELLA'S haplels fate, 


By nature gentle, generous, mild, yet great; 
| Oac 
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One falſe propenſion all her pow'rs confin'd, 
And chain'd her finer faculties of mind ; 
Yet ev'ry virtue might have flouriſh'd there 
With early culture, and maternal care. 


If good we plant not, Vice will fill the place, 
And rankeſt weeds the richeſt ſoils deface. 
Learn, how ungovern'd thoughts the mind pervert, 
And to diſeaſe all nouriſhment convert ; 

Ah! happy ſhe, whoſe wiſdom learns to find 
A healthful fancy, and a well train'd mind ! 

A ſick man's wildeſt dreams leſs wild are found, 
Than the day viſions of a mind unſound : 
Diſorder'd phantaſies indulg'd too much, 

Like harpies, always taint whate'er they touch. 
Fly ſoothing Solitude! fly vain Deſire ! 

Fly ſuch ſoft veiſe as fans the dang'rous fire ! 
Seek action; *tis the ſcene which Virtue loves, 
The vigorous ſun not only ſhines, but moves; 
From ſickly thoughts with quick abhorrence (tart, 
And rule the fancy, if you'd rule the heart: 
T hoſe very paſſions, that our peace invade, 

If rightly pointed, bleſſings may be made; 
Then riſe, my friend, above terreſtrial aims, 
Direct the ardor which your breaſt inflames, 


To 
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To that pure region of eternal joys, 

Where fear diſturbs not, nor poſſeſſion cloys; 
Beyond what fancy forms of roſy bow'rs, 

Or blooming chaplets of unfading flow'rs ; 
Fairer, than e' er imagination drew, 

Or poet's warmeſt viſions ever knew ; 

Preſs eager onward to thoſe bliſsful plains, 
Where one unbounded Spring for ever reigns, 


PASTORELESMA 


1 mourn the errors of my thoughtleſs youth, 
And long, with thee, to tread the paths of truth. 


URANTIA, 


Learning is all the bright CLzora's aim, 
She ſeeks the loftieſt pinnacle of fame; 
On interdicted ground preſumes to ſtand, 
And graſps at Science with a vent'rous hand 
The privilege of Man ſhe dares invade, 
And tears the chaplet from his Iaurel'd head, 
Why found her merit on a foreign claim ? 
Why loſe a ſubſtance, to acquire a name ? 
Let the proud ſex poſſeſs their vaunted pow'rs; 
Be other triumphs, other glories ours ! 


The 
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n 
The gentler charms which wait on female life, 
W hich grace the Daughter, and adorn the Wife, 
Be theſe our boaſt; yet theſe may well admit 
Of various knowledge, and of blameleſs wit ; 
Of ſenſe, reſulting from a nurtur'd mind, 
Of poliſh'd converſe, and of taſte refin'd 
Of that quick. intuition of the beſt, 
Which feels the graceful, and rejects the reſt ; 
Which finds the right by ſhorter ways than rules, 


An art which nature teaches, not the ſchools, 


Thus conqu'ring SEVIGNE the heart obtains, 
While Dac1tr only admiration gains. 


Know, fair Aſpirer, could you ever hope 
To ſpeak like STonnovs, or to write like Pope, 
To join like Ferney's, or like HacLey's Sage, 
Th' Hiſtoric, Ethic, and Poetic page, 


With all the pow'rs of Wit and Judgment fraught, 


The flow of ſtyle, and the ſublime of thought ; 
Yet, if the milder graces of the mind, 

Graces peculiar to the Sex deſign'd, 
Good-nature, patience, ſweetneſs void of art, 
If theſe embelliſh'd not your virgin heart, 
You might be dazzling, but not truly bright, 
A pompous glare, but not an uſeful light, 


A meteor, 
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A meteor, not a ſtar you would appear; 
For Woman ſhines but in her proper ſphere; 


Accompliſhments by Nature were delign'd 
Leſs to adorn, than to amend the mind; 
Each ſhou'd contribute to this general end, 
And all to virtue, as their centre, tend ; 
Th' acquirements, which our beſt eſteem invite, 
Shou'd not project, but ſoften, mix, unite z 
In glaring light not ſtrongly be diſplay'd, 
But ſweetly loſt, and melted into ſhade, 


CLEORA. 


Confus'd with ſhame to thy reproofs I bend, 
Thou beſt adviſer, and thou trueſt friend ! 
From thee Ill learn to judge, and act aright, 
Humility with Knowledge to unite ; 

The finiſh'd character muſt both combine, 
The perfect woman muſt in either ſhine, 


URANIA. 


Fox ELLA ſhines adorn'd with every grace, 
Her heart all virtue, as all charms her face: 
Above the wretched, and below the great, 
Kind Heay'n has fix'd her in a middle ſtate ; 
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From rich, and poor, at equal diſtance thrown, 

The ſmile invidious, and th' inſulting frown ; 

The Dæmon Faſbion never warp'd her ſoul, 

Her paſſions move at Reaſons wife controul ; 

Her eyes the movements of her heart declare, 

For what ſhe dares to be, ſhe dares appear; 

Unlectur'd in Diſſimulation's ſchool, 

To ſmile by precept, and to bluſh by rule : 

Her thoughts ingenuous ever open lie, 

Nor ſhrink from cloſe inſpection's keeneſt eye; 
No dark diſguiſe about her heart is thrown, 

»Tis Virtue's int'reſt fully to be known; 

Her nat'ral ſweetneſs ev'ry heart obtains, 

What Art and Affectation miſs, ſhe gains, 


She ſmooths the path of my declining years, 
Augments my comforts, and divides my cares. 


PASTORELLA. 


O ſacred Friendſhip O exalted ſtate ! 
The choiceſt bounty of indulgent fate ! 


URANIA. 


Wou'd you, ye fair, the bright example give, 
Fir'd with ambition, men like you wou'd live, 


Wou'd 


Th 

Wou' d chuſe for merit, and eſteem for ſenſe; 

And taſte the ſolid tranſports theſe diſpenſe; 

Wou'd rouſe at Virtue's, and at Honour's voice, 

And love from reafon, whom they lik'd from 
choice : | 

Then marriage wou'd with peace go hand in hand, 

And Concord's temple cloſe to Hymen's ſtand. 

Nor think that vice alone obſtructs our bliſs, 

On Temper's baſis ſtands the throne of Peace: 


Let Woman then her real good diſcern, 
And her true intereſts of Urax1a learn; 
Her loweſt name, the tyrant of an hour, 
And her beſt empire negligence of pow'r : 
By yielding ſhe obtains the nobleſt ſway, 
And reigns ſecurely, when ſhe ſeems t'obey. 


EUPHELIA. 


With double grace ſhe pleads Diſcretion's cauſe, 
Who from her life her virtuous leſſon draws, 
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As ſome fair violet, lovelieſt of the glade, 
Sheds its mild fragrance on the lonely ſhade, 
Withdraws its modeſt head from public fight, 
Nor courts the Sun, nor ſeeks the glare of light; 
1 G 2 | Shou'd 
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Shou'd ſome rude hand profanely dare intrude; 
And bear its beauties from its native wood, 
Expos'd abroad its languid colours fly, 
Its form decays, and all its odours die. 
So Woman, born to dignify retreat, 
Unknown to flouriſh, and unſeen be great, 
To give domeſtic life its ſweeteſt charm, 
With ſoftneſs poliſh, and with virtue warm, 
Fearful of Fame, unwilling to be known, 
Shou'd ſeek but Heaven's applauſes, and her own; 
No cenſures,dread, but thoſe which crimes impart, 
The cenſures of a ſelf-condemning heart. 


Heav'n's miniſtring Angel! ſhe ſhou'd ſeek the 
cell, 

Where modeſt want, and filent anguiſh dwell ; 
Suſtain the languid head, and feeble knees, 
Cheer the cold heart, and chaſe the dire diſeaſe. 
The ſplendid deeds which only ſeek a name, 
Are paid, their juſt reward, in preſent fame ; 
But know, the awful all-diſclofing day, , 
The long arrear of ſecret worth ſhall pay; 
Applauding Saints ſhall hear with fond regard, 
And xz, who witneſs'd here, ſhall there reward. 


CLEORA, 
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C LE ORA. 


Let's join to bleſs that Pow 'r, who brought us 
here, 

Adore his goodneſs, and his will revere, 

Aſſur'd, that Peace exiſts but in the mind, 

And Piety alone that Peace can find. 


URANIA. 


In its true light this tranſient Life regard, 
A ſtate of trial only, not reward; 
Tho! rough the paſſage, peaceful is the port, 
The bliſs is perfect, the probation ſhort. 
Of human wit beware the fatal pride, 
An uſeful Follower, but a dangerous Guide, 
On holy Faith's aſpiring pinions riſe, 
Aſſert your birth- right, and aſſume the ſkies. 


FounTAIN or BEING teach us to devote 
To thee, each purpoſe, action, word, and thought; 
Thy grace our hope, thy love our only boaſt 
Be all diſtinctions in the CHRISTIAN loſt; 
Be this, in ev'ry ſtate, our wiſh alone, 
ALMIGHTY, WISE, and coop, Thy will be done. 


ODE 
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8 
NI. 
To be performed by the Charafers of the Piece. 


1. 


O CHARITY, divinely wiſe, 
Thou meek ey'd Daughter of the ſkies ! 
From the pure fountain of eternal light, 
N ter: fair, immutable, and ever bright, 
The Beatific Viſion ſhines, 
And Angel with Archan gel Joins 
In choral ſongs to ſing his praiſe, 

PARENT OFLIFE, ANCIENT OF DAYS; 
Who was ere Time exiſted, and ſhall be | 
Tbro' the wide round of vaſt Eternity, 

Ob come, thy warm benevolence impart, 
Enlarge my feelings, and expand my heart ! 


II. 
O THOU, entbron'd in realms above, » 
Br ight effluence of that boundleſs love 
Whence joy and peace in ſtreams unſullied flow, 


Ob] deign to make thy Iov'd abode below ! 
43 * Tb 
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Tbo' ſweeter ſtrains adorn'd my tongue 

Than Saint conceiv'd, or Seraph ſung, 

And tbo my glowing fancy caught 

Whatever ART, or NATURE taught, 

Yet if this hard unfeeling heart of mine, 
Ne'er felt thy force, O CHARITY divine ! 
An empty ſhadow Science woru'd be found, 
My knowledge ignorance, my wit a ſound. 


III, 


Tho" my prophetic ſpirit knew 
To bring futurity to view, 
Without thy aid een this wou'd nought avail, 
For Tongues ſhall ceaſe, and Prophecies ſhall fail; 
Come then, thou feet celeſtial gueſt, | 
Shed thy ſoft influence der my breaſt, 
Bring with thee FartH, divinely bright, 
And Hove, fair harbinger of light. 
To clear each mij} with their pervading ray 
To fit my ſoul for Heav'n, and peint the way 
Where PERFECT HayPPINess her ſway maintains, 
For there the Gop or Peace for ever reigns. 


EPL. 


e 


8 poken by two young Ladies. 


Enter FixsT Laby. 


LADIES] to-night our unexperienc'd train 
Your favour courted ; — Did we court in vain ? 
Like HaMLET's Ghoſt juſt riſing from the dead, 
« With all our imperfections on our head,” 
UnleAur'd in the deep theatric art, 

To rouſe the feelings of the pitying heart, 
Unus'd to acting, and untaught to ſeign | 

The fancied 7 leaſure, and the mimic pain, 
You'll wonder how wwe ventur d into view, 

And to ſay truth -I wonder at it too; 

Net think not fill'd with inſolence we come, 
Conſcious demerit ſtill would keep us dumb. 


Enter Second LAbx. 


Child] we muſt quit theſe viſionary ſcenes, 
And end our follies when we end our teens, 
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Theſe bagatelles we muſt relinquiſh now, 
And good matronie Gentlewomen grow: 
Fancy no more on airy wings ſhall riſe, 
We now muſt ſcold the maids, and make the pes ; 
Verſe is a folly—we muſt get above it, 
And yet I know not how it is love it. 
Tho” ſhou'd we flill the rhyming trade purſue, 
The men will ſhun us—and the women too: 
The men, poor ſouls ! of ſcholars are afraid, 
We fſhou'd not, did they govern, learn to read, 
At leaſt, in no abſtruſer volume look, 
Than the learn'd records —of a Cookery book ; 
. The ladies too, their well-meant cenſure give, 
e What !—does ſhe write? A flattern, as I live.— 
« T <viſh ſhe'd leave her books, and mend ber cloaths, 
* 1 thank my ſtars I know not verſe from proſe ; 
te How well ſos er theſe learned ladies write, 


e They ſeldom act the virtues they recite ; 
&© No uſeful qualities adorn their lives, 


« They make ſad Mothers, and ſtill ſadder Wives.“ 


FIRST Lady. 


I grant this ſatire juſt, in former days, 
ben Saeenv's and CoRINwNa's tun'd their lays ; 
H 2 = 
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But in our chaſter times *tis no offence, 
When female virtue jains with female ſenſe ; 
When moral CARTER breathes the ſtrain divine, 
And Arxin's life flows faultleſs, as ber line; 
When all-accompliſh'd MonTacu can ſpread 
Freſh gather'd laurels round her SHAKSPEARE's head; 
When wit and worth in poliſh'd BRookEs unite, 
And fair Macaulay claims a Livy's right, 


Thus far, to clear her from the fin of rhyme, 

Our Author bade me treſpaſs on your time, 

To ſhew, that if ſhe dares aſpire to letters, 

She only fins in common with her betters ; 

She bids me add thoSLearning's cauſe I plead, 
One virtuous ſentiment, one generous deed, 

AHords more genuine tranſport to the heart, 

Than genius, wit, or ſcience can impart ; 

Kor theſe ſhall flouriſh, fearleſs of decay, 

When wit ſhall fail, and ſcience fade away, 


INSCRIPTION. 


INS I 


In 4 beautiful Retreat called FAIRY BOWER, 


Al R ſpirits, you who love, 
Cooling bower, or ſhady grove, 
Streams, that murmur, as they flow, 
Zephyrs bland, that ſoftly blow ; 


Babbling Echo, or the tale 
Of the love-lorn Nightingale, 
Hither, airy ſpirits, come, 
This is your peculiar home. 


If you love a verdant glade, 
If you love a noon-tide ſhade, 
Hither, Syiphs, and Fairies, fly, 
Unobſerv'd of earthly eye. 


| Coine, and wander every night, 

By the moon-veam's glimmering light, 
And again at early day 

Bruſh the ſilver dews away. 


H 2 of Mark 


„ 
Mark where firſt the daiſies blow, 
Where the blueſt violets grow, 
Where the ſweeteſt linnet ſings, 
Where the earlieſt cowſlip ſprings : 


Where the largeſt acorn lies, 
Precious in a Fairy's eyes, 
Sylphs, tho* unconfin'd to place, 
Love to fill an acorn's ſpace. | 


Come, and mark within what buſh 
Builds the blackbird, or the thruſh, 
Great his joy, who firlt eſpies, 

Greatcr his, who ſpares the prize, 


Come, and watch the hallow'd bow'r, 
Chaſe the inſect from the flower; 
Little offices, like theſe, 


Gentle ſouls, and Fairies pleaſe. 


Mortals! form'd of groſſer clay, 
From our haunts keep far away, 
Or, if you ſhou'd dare appear, 

See, that you from vice are clear. 


Folly's minion, F aſhion's fool, 
Mad Ambition's reſtleſs tool! 


d 


1 
Slave of Paſſion, ſlave of Pow'r, 
Fly, ah! fly this tranquil bow'r! 


Son of Av'rice, ſoul of froſt, 


Wretch, of Heav'n abhorr'd the moſt, 


Learn to pity others wants, 
Or avoid theſe hallow'd haunts: 


Eye, unconſcious of a tear, 
When Affliction's train appear, 
Heart, that never heav'd a ſigh 
For another, come not nigh. 


But; ye darling ſons of Heaven, 
Giving freely what was given, 
Who, like Providence, diſpenſe 
The bleſſings of benevolence; 


You, who wipe the tearful eye, 
Lou, who ſtop the riſing ſigh, 
You, who well have underſtood 
The luxury of doing good 


Come, ye happy virtuous few, 
Open is my bower to you 
Lou theſe moſſy banks may preſs, 
| You, each guardian Fay ſhall bleſs. 
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